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And  why  not  think  on  death  ?      Is  life  the  theme 

Of  every  thought  and  wish  of  every  hour  ? 

And  song  of  every  joy  ? 

No  !  bliss  has  life  to  boast,  till  death  can  give 

Far  greater.     Life  's  a  debtor  to  the  grave, 

Dark  lattice  letting  in  eternal  day.  YoUNC 
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SERHION. 


JoxAH,   iv.   7. 

But  God  prepared  a  worm  when  the  morning  rose  the  next  day,  and  it  smote 
the  gourd  that  it  withered, 

WHAT  a  striking  representation  is  this  of  the  fading  nature  ot^ 
all  earthly  things.  How  true,  that  "he  builds  too  low  who  builds 
below  the  skies." 

How  sudden  the  changes  of  life  !  How  insignificant,  in  itself 
considered,  the  means  which  may  disturb  our  repose  !  A  woriu 
ruined  Jonah's  peace  ;  and  to  such  an  extent,  that  he  wished  in 
himself  to  die,  and  said  it  is  better  for  me  to  die  than  to  live. 

The  Lord  can  never  take  from  us  what  is  not  his  own.  I  re- 
mark, therefore,  that  God  is  the  unfailing  source  of  all  our  bless- 
ings. 

Every  thing  we  possess  or  enjoy  teaches  us  our  dependence.. 
We  are  dependent  on  our  fellow-creatures  for  various  comforts  ; 
on  God  for  all.  He  doeth  good  to  the  evil  and  unthankful  and 
his  tender  mercies  are  over  all  his  works. 

When  we  have  made  ourselves  wretched,  even  in  the  bitterness 
of  disappointment,  the  loving  kindness  of  the  Lord  appears. — 
Were  divine  blessings  proportionable  only  to  our  gratitude,  our 
days  would  indeed  be  few,  God  granted  his  discontented  pro- 
phet a  favor  unmerited,  unasked.  He  was  not  weeping  over  JYin- 
evah,  nor  deprecating  the  wrath  of  heaven,  but  he  went  out  and 
sat  on  the  east  side  of  the  city,  and  there  made  him  a  booth  and 
sat  under  it  in  the  shadow,  till  he  might  see  what  would  become 
of  the  city.  And  the  Lord  God  prepared  a  gourd  and  made  it 
come  up  over  Jonah,  that  it  might  be  a  shadow  over  his  head  to 
deliver  him  from  his  grief  So  Jonah  was  exceeding  glad  of  the 
gourd  and  perhaps  proud  of  it.     Though  a  disobedient  child,  the 


liOrd  did  earnestly  remember  him  still.  And  lie  might  have  seeii 
the  compassion  of  his  heavenly  Father  in  noticing  his  grief,  in 
protecting  him  from  the  heavy  dews  of  night  and  the  heat  of  day. 

When  we  think  we  have  retired  from  the  world,  (and  perhaps 
in  the  same  spirit  with  which  Jonah  left  the  city)  God  does  not 
leave  himself  without  a  witness  of  his  goodness  and  parental  con- 
cern. Even  there,  springs  np  some  undeserved  mercy  to  soothe 
our  feelings. 

The  Lord  can  raise  around  the  dwellings  of  his  people,  though 
it  be  a  solitary  booth,  something  new  and  unexpected  to  gladden 
existence,  and  in  which  for  a  season  they  are  permitted  to  rejoice. 
Who,  in  the  history  of  his  life,  cannot  recall  to  mind  numerous 
instances,  in  which  God  has  remembered  his  afflictions,  and  sha- 
ded him  in  his  grief.  We  rejoiced  in  the  deliverance,  in  the  gift, 
and  were  exceeding  glad  of  the  gourd.  God  is  continually  bless- 
ing this  apostate  world.  He  opens  the  great  store-house  of  na- 
ture, and  scatters,  with  an  unsparing  hand,  his  gifts  around  every 
abode  of  man.  He  causes  it  to  rain  in  the  wilderness  and  tunes 
the  songsters  of  a  thousand  groves.  He  spreads  Iiis  table  for  the 
whole  human  family  ;  the  eyes  of  all  wait  on  him  and  he  gives 
thera  their  meat  in  due  season.  He  pities  the  wants  of  men,  even 
the  wants  of  his  disobedient  children,  and  he  removes,  as  he  sees 
best,  the  gift  he  bestows. 

He  raises  up,  for  a  murmuring  Jonah,  a  gourd — a  plant  of  sud- 
den growth  and  large  leaves,  and  he  prepares  a  worm  the  next 
day  to  smite  it,  and  it  perishes.  May  we  not  be  instructed  and 
learn  wisdom  from  the  fact  ^     I  design  to  improve  it 

I.  To  show  that  a  worm  lies  at  the  root  of  all  earthly  posses- 
sions and  enjoyments. 

II.  Notice  the  wisdom  and  goodness  o^ Go&in permitting \i?,o 
to  be. 

We  have  recently  had  a  memorable  illustration  of  the  truth, 
that  all  flesh  is  grass,  and  the  goodliness  thereof  as  the  flower  of 
the  field  :  the  grass  withereth,  the  flower  fadeth.  For  what  is 
your  life?  It  is  even  a  vapor  that  appeareth  for  a  little  time  and 
then  vanisheth  away.  How  soon  exemplified  in  her  whom  death 
bath  smitten !     Truly  this  is  a  grief  and  ve  must  bear  it.     What 


proof  that  a  worm  lies  at  the  root  of  all  that  man  calls  his  own. 

1.  Health  is  one  of  our  most  precious  gifts.  Prosperity  and 
happiness  might  be  in  the  family  where  health  abounds.  It  is  this 
blessing  which  gives  every  earthly  possession  and  enjoyment  its 
highest  zest,  and  which  makes  the  season  deligiitful,  society  joyful, 
the  day  bright,   the  night  peaceful. 

How  happy  the  healthy  child,  the  active  youth,  the  powerful 
man  who  goes  forth  rejoicing  in  strength,  unabated  by  toil.  The 
young  man  labors  from  dawn  to  the  setting  sun,  which  seems  but 
to  renew  his  powers  and  prepare  him  for  the  wrestler's  ring,  the 
race,  or  a  frolick  upon  the  green.  How  siveet  is  life.  How  kindly 
the  animal  functions  perform  their  office.  How  health  mantles 
the  cheek  and  sends  her  cheerful  influence  throughout  the  whole 
rejoicing  frame. 

But  a  worm  lies  at  the  root  of  this  gourd.  Health,  with  all  its 
promises  and  charms,  may  droop  and  wither  in  a  night. 

He  that  lies  down  in  peace,  may  rise  in  a  fever,  pain  shooting 
along  every  nerve,  and  kindling  her  fires  in  his  head,  and  that 
health  and  strength  of  which  we  were  exceeding  glad  perishes  in 
an  hour.  Ye  who  now  rejoice  in  health  and  glory  in  your  might, 
know  that  God  has  prepared  a  worm  for  you,  a  worm  that  now 
feeds  at  the  root  of  this  blessing  ;  the  disease  of  sin,  and  it  will 
work  its  way  through  your  whole  being,  consume  your  health, 
waste  your  strength,  and  send  you  to  your  grave.  Every  flower 
must  fade,  and  all  that  is  born  must  die.  You  may  be  smitten 
suddenly  and  your  fondest  anticipations  be  broken  off, 

2.  A  worm  lies  at  the  root  of  all  the  amusements  and  guilty 
pleasures  of  j'outh.  How  fleeting,  how  visionary  are  they  all  ; 
the  pleasures  of  sin  are  but  for  a  moment,  the  guilt  is  permanent; 
youth  is  the  season  of  ardent  passion,  false  promises  and  miscal- 
culation. Who  would  covet  the  heart  or  the  happiness  of  a  gay, 
inconsiderate  youth?  What  shall  quench  the  fires  of  his  bosom, 
or  rein  in  the  appetite  for  indulgence  and  mirth  ?  It  is  a  season 
of  danger — of  fascination  ;  the  morning  of  life,  when  the  day  is 
fair,  and  every  thing  blooms. 

The  ocean  is  calm  and  tempts  out  its  party  of  pleasure  ;  the 
visions  enchanting ;  the  feeling,  gladness ;  but  soon  the  pleasing 
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scene  changes — the  springing  flowers  are  trampled  down  and  are 
dead,  or  there  falls  and  mingles  with  them  the  leaves  of  autumn. 
Soon  the  face  of  heaven  is  changed  and  its  beauty  gone. 

"  So  fades  the  prospect  early  fancy  forms, 
When  life  is  fresh  and  all  the  world  is  new  ; 
Bright  are  the  clouds  which  soon  must  meet  in  storms, 
Bright  all  with  hope — too  happy  to  be  true." 

Bright  all  with  hope  is  the  commandment — Remember  thy  Cre- 
ator in  the  days  of  thy  youth  ;  bright  all  with  hope  are  the  pro- 
mises of  God  ;  bright  the  fields  of  bliss  they  allure  ;  the  eternal 
spring  of  life  and  glory,  where  nothing  fades,  nothing  dies  ;  pure 
and  peaceful  the  ocean  of  everlasting  love,  which  no  storm  dis- 
turbs, no  cloud  o'ershadows. 

Look  above  ;  gaze  on  that  bright  prospect  which  is  opening 
upon  those  who  consecrate  the  dew  of  their  youth  to  the  Lord, 
and  nothing  there  is  too  glorious,  or  too  happy  to  be  true.  But 
youth  are  prone  to  shut  serious  thoughts  out  of  mind,  to  say  in 
their  heart,  go  too  now,  I  will  prove  thee  with  mirth,  therefore  en-^ 
J03'  pleasure  Instead  of  remembering  their  Creator,  they  lit- 
erally take  no  thought  of  to-morrow  ;  they  put  far  away  the  evil 
day,  and  say  of  the  ambassador  of  God,  the  vision  that  he  seeth 
is  for  many  days  to  come,  and  he  prophesieth  of  the  times  that 
are  far  off. 

Youth  are  fond  of  excitement.  The  love  of  pleasure  becomes  a 
ruling  passion.  To  the  creature,  to  the  world,  they  look  for  hap- 
piness, not  aware  that  the  whole  world  is  a  masquerade,  and  is 
passing  by  us  in  false  colors.  The  lusts  of  the  flesh  and  of  the 
eye,  are  a  wide-spread  snare,  in  which  thousands  are  taken — ru- 
ined— lost. 

God  does  indeed  say — Rejoice,  O  young  man  in  thy  youth, 
and  let  thy  heart  cheer  thee  in  the  days  of  thy  youth,  and  walk 
in  the  ways  of  thine  heart  and  in  the  sight  of  thine  eyes  ;  go  on 
in  the  hurried  pursuit  of  pleasure  and  of  sin,  for  thus  it  liketh  you ; 
but  know  thou,  consider  it  well,  "  for  all  these  things  God  will 
bring  thee  into  judgment  with  every  secret  thing,  whether  it  be 
good  or  evil." 

Conscience  is  the  worm  which  lies  at  the  root  of  all  the  plea- 


iures  of  sin.  The  morning's  reflection  sends  its  withering  curse 
o'er  the  forbidden  scenes  of  secret  wickedness.  God  has  pre- 
pared a  worm  to  smite  ali  the  pleasures  of  a  guilty  night,  and  so 
deep  burns  the  reflection,  so  unceasingly  bites  the  tormentor,  that 
many  a  one,  self-condemned,  angry,  vexed,  and  desperate,  wish- 
es in  himself  to  die,  and  feels  it  is  better  to  die  than  to  live. 

Beloved  youth,  know  that  conscience,  like  a  devouring  worm, 
■will  sooner  or  later  inflict  a  certain  and  a  terrible  penalty  for  all 
your  secret  sins;  for  every  indulgence  which  takes  you  away  from 
God  and  robs  you  of  peace  ',  they  that  observe  lying  vanities  for- 
sake their  own  mercies. 

Not  such  the  consequence  of  early  piety.  She,  whose  loss  we 
mourn,  in  her  youth  chose  God  for  her  guide  and  portion. 

3.  A  worm  lies  at  the  root  of  the  purest  youthfa!  friendship  and 
love.  Youth  is  a  season  promising  and  delightidl  ;  a  season 
when  first  friendships  are  formed,  professions  selected,  and  the 
great  leading  choices  of  life  are  made  ;  it  is  so  interestviTig  and 
lovely,  I  would  indeed  this  bright  age  were  spared.  How  strong 
the  feeling  and  expression  of  its  epistolary  correspondence,  and  its 
love,  like  the  love  of  God,  you  might  think  unclianging.  Alas, 
for  the  gourd;  a  change  of  circumstances,  the  occurrence  of  a  day, 
the  absence  of  a  few  months  or  years,  and  the  hearts  sadly  es- 
tranged. We  wonder,  not  that  we  could  love  at  all,  but  that  we 
could  feel  so  deeply  interested  in  what  noiv  has  ceased  to  be  dear. 

A  ^ew  choice  spirits,  perhaps  diere  may  be,  who  withstand  much 
longer  the  work  of  the  destroyer  ;  some  one  of  departed  days 
whose  plaintive  voice,  far  from  the  home  of  childhood,  may  be 
Leard  singing  at  a  summer's  sunset — 

"  The  eyes  that  shone, 
Now  dimmed  and  gone, 
The  cheerful  hearts  now  broken." 

I  remember,  says  one,  "the  first  dear  associate  of  my  youth,  we 
were  of  the  same  age,  school,  and  class,  often  labored  in  the  same 
field,  were  happy  in  the  same  sports,  walked  to  the  house  of  God 
in  company,  and  sat  in  the  same  pew.  How,  kind,  how  sad  the 
reminiscences,  the  repeated  dreams  of  the  present,  which  bring  to 
mind  the  narrow,  foot-path  along  the  orchard  and  through  the 
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svveet-sceiUed  pastures,  the  green  plat,  the  aged  ehns,  where  \Ve 
occasionally  met  and  talked  over  the  prospects  and  trials  of  future 
life.  We  wept;  we  pledged  ourselves  to  befriend  each  other  when 
present,  to  think  of  each  other  when  absent,  and  that  memory 
should  linger  around  that  scene  till  we  were  no  more.  But  time, 
like  an  ocean,  has  passed  between  us;  changes  have  come;  old  ties 
been  broken  ;  new  connections  formed  ;  new  objects  loved  as  dear 
as  those  I  have  lost;  and  all  I  remember  is  not  so  much  the  former 
friend,  as  the  beloved  spot  consecrated  by  the  sacred  interviews  of 
departed  hours."  The  worm  has  lai,d  all  these  joys  waste,  and 
long  since  have  they  withered  av/ay. 

Need  I  tell  you  where  peace  is  safe,  the  worm  has  no  power, 
and  conscience  no  sting  ?  A  life  of  prayer,  of  self-denial,  and  un- 
wearied devotedness  to  Christ  and  his  cause  insures  the  inestima- 
ble blessing. 

4.  A  worm  lies  at  the  root  of  the  various  professions  and  avo- 
cations of  life.  These  professions  may  lead  to  usefulness,  riches 
and  honor.  Thej'  open  a  field  for  talent,  pride,  learning  and  pi- 
ety, but  are  no  shelter  from  the  tempest  or  covert  from  the  storm. 
They  may  shade  for  a  moment,  though  not  worth  a  straw  against 
disease,  bereavement  and  sorrow. 

How  many  a  professional  man  o( genius  and  merit  fails  of  suc- 
cess, struggles  with  misfortune,  becomes  discouraged,  and  says  it 
is  better  to  die  than  live  ? 

The  ministry  is  instituted  by  God,  is  a  profession  chosen  by 
good  and  bad  men ;  men  of  every  variety  of  moral  feeling,  natural 
<Jispos!tion  and  attainment  ;  some  undervalue  themselves,  others 
are  dictatorial  and  overbearing;  some  hasty  and  injudicious;  oth- 
ers humble  and  cautious;  some  labor  for  themselves,  for  applause; 
others  for  Christ  and  him  crucified  ;  some  enter  an  unpromising 
field,  work  hard,  and  live  and  die  unhonored  and  unknown;  oth- 
ers flee,  for  a  season,  from  the  presence  of  the  Lord,  and  go 
where  they  are  not  sent.  Some  may  be  dissatified  because  God 
does  not  verify  all  they  preach,  does  not  always  deal  with  sin- 
ners according  to  their  word  ;  perhaps  they  are  dissatisfied  with 
the  divine  forbearance,  want  an  immediate  answer  to  every  pray- 
er, that  God  should  do  their  pleasure,  become  peevish,  unless 
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their  preaching  be  blest  with  immediate  success  and  criminate  oth- 
ers for  failure.  Thej'  may  seek  to  build  up  their  own  system, 
party,  or  sect,  and  erect  a  booihe  for  a  watch  tower,  to  see  what 
becomes  of  their  predictions  and  denunciations.  They  may 
fear  they  shall  be  regarded  as  false  prophets  and  would  prefer  the 
destruction  of  a  city  to  that  of  their  own  pride.  But  God  may 
visit  his  unhumbled  servants  as  he  did  the  fretful  Jonah,  with  some 
undeserved  and  unexpected  token  of  his  parental  care  ;  and  he 
may  prepare  a  worm  the  next  day  to  remove  it,  and  a  vehement 
wind  to  beat  upon  the  sufferer  until  he  shall  say,  I  do  well  to  be 
angry,  and  it  is  better  for  me  to  die  than  to  live. 

The  best  of  ministers  likewise  have  heavy  trials  to  prove  their 
faith,  wither  their  earthly  comforts,  kill  their  pride  and  compel 
them  to  look  above  for  direction  and  peace.  They  may  see  a 
generation  arising  around  them  which  promises  to  fill  the  sanctu- 
ary hereafter,  and  shade  them  in  the  heat  of  the  day  ;  but  divi- 
sions and  heresies  may  come  and  scatter  the  flock  ;  death  breaks 
in  upon  their  congregations,  and  one  friend  after  another  is  smitten 
and  dies.  Neither  wealth,  mind  or  rank  confer  peace.  He  who 
longs  for  fame,  and  raises  a  monument  more  durable  than  the  pyra- 
mid, says  as  he  lies  down  to  die,  all  is  vanity  and  vexation  of  spirit. 

Thus  disappointment  attends  every  profession  and  employment, 
for  God  sends  the  worm  every  where  to  check  the  pride  and  ar- 
rogance of  man. 

5.  A  worm  lies  at  the  root  of  the  dearest  connexions  and  rela- 
tions of  life.  To  these  we  look  as  what  constitutes  the  sweetest 
earthly  enjoyment.  A  new  generation  comes,  pressing  along  af- 
ter us,  all  eager  to  bind  themselves  someivhere.  Many  by  theii' 
inconsideration  prepare  a  worm  for  themselves,  while  God  in  his 
prudence  prepares  a  fading  leaf  for  all.  Thousands  are  exceeding 
glad  of  the  gourd ;  it  soothes  their  grief  J  or  a  season.  But  alas !  the 
worm  has  gone  on  before  them,  or  soon  follows  to  bring  home  to 
roan's  bosom  the  conviction  that  nothing  earthly  is  peaceful  or  safe. 

One  of  the  dearest  connexions  of  our  being  is  the  family  rela- 
tion. This  connexion  is  of  divine  origin,  and  is  well  adapted  to 
answer  its  design.  Who  has  beheld  a  more  interesting  group 
than  the  social  circle  of  a  beloved  family,  where  parents  and  chil- 
dren are  united  in  love,  and  the  peace,  hope  and  promise  of  the 
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<'  Cotter's  Saturday  Night"  is  realised.  Life  is  indeed  a  bless- 
ing, and  here  is  a  symbol  that  God  remembers  fallen  man  for  his 
good  But  there  is  no  fencing  out  evil  from  this  family  relation. 
Dear  as  it  is,  the  spoiler  will  come,  the  worm  has  a  work  to  do 
here.  It  will  riot  in  our  kindest  affections  and  lay  some  comfort 
low.  The  youth  look  forward  to  this  relation  with  the  fondest 
hope,  unmindful  that  for  every  connexion  but  that  which  unites 
the  soul  to  Christ,  God  has  prepared  a  worm. 

View  that  young  man,  leading  forward  his  affectionate  partner, 
promising  heart  and  hand  to  her  for  life,  and  feeling  as  if  no  cloud 
would  ever  obscure  so  bright  a  sky.  They  anticipate  days  of 
happiness,  but  alas  !  the  worm  is  in  it. 

Even    here,  among  our  sweetest  hopes,  coils  the  destroyer. 

Those  whom  we  loved  and  cherished  give  up  the  Ghost,  and  the 
survivor  is  called  to  weeping  and  mourning  in  the  same  dwelling, 
where  a  few  days  previous  love  plighted  her  vows,  and,  the  pro- 
mise, till  death  shall  separate,  was  mutually  given,  with  the  hope 
that  that  sad  hour  might  be  far  distant  * 

O  how  many  hopes  and  joys  and  anticipated  hours  of  endear- 
ment have  been  laid  low  by  this  stroke  of  death.  What  a  light 
for  the  husband's  heart  and  eye  has  here  been  quenched.  Her 
sun  went  down  at  noon.     In  the  midst  of  life  she  faints. 

"  How  calm  her  exit  ; 
Night  dews  fall  not  more  gently  to  the  ground, 
Nor  weary,  worn  out  winds  expire  so  soft." 

Since,  then,  we  cannot  avoid  the  siuidering  of  the  dearest  lies, 
we  must  by  the  grace  of  God  prepare  our  hearts  for  bereavement. 
Permit  me  to  repeat  the  thought.  Take  a  review  of  life.  Select 
one  that  was  the  light  of  the  village,  the  envy  of  the  proud,  the 
delight  of  friends,  in  whom  kindness,  intelligence,  beauty  and 
'  grace  alike  combined,  and  nourished  by  indulgent  parents  as  a 
tender  plant  of  which  they  were  exceeding  glad.  Memory  can 
dwell  on  more  than  one  of  this  character,  of  whom  it  may  be  said, 
every  one  loved  her  for  she  loved  all.  But  mark  the  change  of 
a  few  fleeting  years.  Time  has  brushed  beauty  from  her  face — 
the  bloom  of  youth  is  no  more — domestic  cares,  the  failure  of 
hopes,  distressing  fears  or  sorrow  of  heart  have  wasted  her  away : 

*  Mrs.  GooDSPEED  was  married  July  2d,  and  died  October  29d,  following. 


■*  O  what  is  beauty's  power  ? 

It  flourishes  and  dies  ; 

Will  the  cold  earth  its  silence  break, 

To  tell  how  soft,  how  smooth  a  cheek 

Beneath  its  surface  lies  ? 

Mute,  mute  is  all  o'er  Beauty's  fall, 

Her  praise  resounds  no  more  when  mantled  in  the  pall."' 

Thus  perish  our  jo^s — -thus  death  strikes  down  our  friends.— 
Husbands  and  wives  are  separated  in  a  moment  ;  children  see 
their  parents  die ;  parents  see  their  children,  the  plants  they  have 
nurtured  and  watered  with  tears,  wither  from  their  dwelling. 

Our  possessions  and  joys  are  constantly  exposed  to  thieves  and 
murderers  ;  they  have  all  our  keys  and  we  have  no  bar,  bolt  or 
weapon  against  them.  We  lie  down  in  pride  and  dream  of  our 
wealth,  our  friends  and  sources  of  comfort.  We  avi'ake  bereaved 
of  all ;  while  we  slept  the  gourd  perished.  Who  does  not  some- 
times tremble  and  even  weep  to  see  every  thing  going  from  him 
or  dying  around  him?  Who  has  not  a  friend  in  the  grave.'*  But 
does  death  check  the  ambition  and  the  hope  of  the  living.'*  Does 
he  pile  up  the  dead  as  an  impassable  barrier?  No.  They  tread 
down  the  dead.  They  rush  over  mountain  pile  :  full  and  far  a- 
way  their  shotit  is  heard  in  the  uninterrupted  pursuit  of  pleasure 
or  gain. 

Mark  that  robust  young  man,  his  feet  are  swift  on  his  native 
hills  ;  he  is  unwearied  by  toil.  The  world  looks  fair  and  tempt- 
ing, he  is  mdustrious,  he  must  be  rich.  Every  plan  and  bargaia 
is  swayed  by  this  settled  determination.  Every  lawful  means, 
and  some  that  God  and  man  pronounce  unlawful,  are  put  in  re- 
quisition to  accomplish  his  purpose  ;  he  spares  not  himself;  he 
spares  not  others.  He  is  infatuated  with  love  of  the  world,  and 
seems  intent  on  making  himself  wretched.  Instead  of  diminishing 
his  cares  he  increases  them  ;  instead  of  growing  rich,  in  his  own 
estimation,  he  is  forever  growing  poor.  Look  at  him  at  forty-five,- 
hard  labor  has  worn  him  down,  and  here  and  there  are  gre}'  hairs 
upon  him,  and  he  perceiveth  them  not  Is  he  happy.''  Far  from  it 
as  ever.  God  has  prepared  a  worm  for  his  worldly  mindedness  ^ 
he  has  never  been  at  peace.  He  has  secured  one  object  of  desire 
after  another,  but  he  has  not  yet  gained  the  last;  he  never  will — • 
he  reaches  eagerly  for  it,  and  when  obtained,  chases  after  the  rest. 
In  him  is  verified  the  fact,  "  that  it  is  folly's  most  peculiar  atlri- 


"i)iUe  and  i>ative  art  to  make  experience  void."  Whai  an  idoiu' 
ter  !  What  a  murderer,  to  disbelieve  his  Bible  and  immolate 
himself  at  the  shrine  of  Mammon.  What  nn  exchange'^  The 
promised  rrown  of  eternal  life,  for  the  vanishing  co'ors  of  ti.ne. 
Poor  deluded  mortal,  v?hen  will  he  be  wise  ?  When  will  he  act 
according  to  the  commandments  of  God  and  the  high  destiny  of 
his  being  f 

Now  he  barters  away  peace,  and  forfeits  all  which  Christ  has 
j>urchased  and  promised  his  people,  for  that  which  satisfieth  not,. 
He  puts  up  his  conscience,  his  soul,  for  sale,  and  strikes  it  off  to 
the  lowest  bidder.  He  robs  his  imperishable  mind  of  rest  on  earth, 
and  glory  in  heaven,  for  the  sake  of  gain. 

But  the  curse  of  God  rests  on  those  who  lay  up  treasure  on 
earth  and  none  above.  Their  riches  will  be  corrupted,  their  gar- 
ments moth-eaten,  their  gold  and  silver  cankered  and  their  rust  a 
witness  against  them.  Men  who  have  made  the  experiment  have 
found  that  the  worm  has  killed  the  ersjoyment  anticipated  from 
wealth.  The  soul  has  been  dissatisfied  here  as  really  and  fatally 
as  in  any  other  sinful  course.  Things  of  whkb  they  were  ex- 
ceeding glad,  and  which  promised  fair,  have  failed  in  a  night. — ■ 
And  many  men,  when  thrown  back  upon  the  ills  of  poverty,  have 
been  angry  with  God,  wished  in  themselves  to  die,  and  said  it  was 
better  to  die  than  to  live. 

How  long  before  erring,  guilty  man,  or  even  professors  of  re= 
ligion,  shall  realise  that  they  who  will  be  rich,  fall  into  tempta- 
tion, and  a  snare,  and  into  many  foolish  and  hurtful  lusts  which 
drown  men  in  destruction  and  perdition,  for  the  love  of  money  is 
the  root  of  all  evil,  which  some  covet  after  they  have  erred  fromi 
the  faith  and  pierced  themselves  through  with  many  sorrows. 

G,  when  will  the  professed  disciples  of  Jesus  give  proof  they 
serve  not  the  God  of  this  world.''  When  will  they  make  the  self- 
denial,  the  sacrifice  which  their  profession  demands,  that  con= 
science  demands,  that  their  covenant  and  their  creed  demand,  that 
God  and  the  Bible  demand,  for  the  peace  of  the  church  and  sal- 
vation of  souls.?  Of  what  avail  is  it  to  pray  that  God  would  save 
men  while  we  are  using  the  very  means  to  destroy  them  .?  O, 
when  will  inordinate  love  to  this  vain  and  vanishing  world  cease  .'^ 
When  will  professors  of  religion  banish  the  lie  from  their  right 
hand  I    Will  sinners  renounce  the  world  if  christians  will  not  I 
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Will  they  abandon  unlawful  and  destructive  means  of  accumulating 
wealth,  if  christians  will  not  ?  Will  they  stay  their  hand  from  send- 
ing souls  to  perdition,  if  christians  will  not?  Will  thev  Isvp  as  if 
they  believed  God  had  prepared  a  worm  for  every  thmg  lovely, 
that  we  must  not  set  our  affections  on  things  visible.,  nor  he  par- 
takers of  other  men's  sins,  \{  church  membrrs  practically  disbelieve 
the  sentiment  ?  Tell  us,  ye  who  have  sought  the  world  as  your 
highest  good,  what  good  has  it  ever  done  you  ?  Has  :)0t  your 
triumph  been  short?  Can  departed  days  return?  Can  you  re- 
call past  joys  and  say  they  are  mine  ?  Speak  honestly,  has  not 
the  worm  at  Jonah's  gourd,  in  most  instances,  been  a  true  rep- 
resentation of  all  your  changes  and  comforts — of  all  you  have 
seen,  heard  and  possessed  ?  And  why  is  it  so  ?  Can  God  be 
good  and  permit  all  the  disappointment  and  pain  which  attends 
us  Ivere,  in  bestowing  blessings  whobe  next  day's  loss  leaves  us  to 
murmur  and  want  ?  Yes,  Jehovah  is  good  and  his  tender  mer- 
cies are  over  all  his  works.     This  fact  leads  me  to  notice 

fl.  The  wisdom  and  goodness  of  God  in  preparing  a  worm  to 
smite  our  worldly  possessions  aud  enjoyments.  Goodness  is  seen 
in  his  judgments  and  mercies  in  our  afflictions  and  losses. 

1.  Were  the  desires  of  mind  as  easily  satisfied  as  the  wants  of 
the  body  ;  did  the  soul  never  ask  for  any  thing  beyond  the  cra- 
vings of  animal  appetite  and  passion,  we  should  fail  in  one  of  the 
most  rational  arguments  to  prove  our  immortality.  The  longing 
of  mind,  the  insatiable  thirst  for  something  unenjoyed  and  unpos- 
sessed, remains  as  urgent  as  ever,  after  every  passion  and  appe- 
tite is  jaded  out  by  excessive  indulgence  This  simp'e  experi- 
ment of  human  nature,  which  strengthens  the  belief  of  a  future 
state  among  the  heathen,  is  one  of  the  firmest  grasps  we  have  on 
the  reason  and  conscience  of  man.     It  is  a  truth  which  he  feels— 

•'  Who  reads  his  bosom  reads  immortal  life, 
Or  Nature,  there  imposing  on  her  sons. 
Has  written  fables,  Man  was  made  a  lie  ; 
Why  discontent  forever  harbored  there 
Incurable  consumption  of  our  peace." 

Let  the  soul  and  body  be  equally  satisfied  with  the  same  ob- 
ject and  enjoyment,  and  the  conversion,  if  not  the  hope  of  future 
existence  perishes.  Man  suiks  to  the  level  of  a  brute,  thousands 
do  as  it  is.    Without  this  conversion  and  fact,  the  ever  preseut  me- 


liiento  of  "vanity  of  vanities,"  inscribed  on  all  earthly  things,  the 
belief  of  our  immortality  and  accountability,  could  not  be  pre- 
served lii  this  wicked  world  a  day.  In  the  chase  after  happiness, 
were  none  disappointed,  who  would  think  of  brighter  scenes  of 
self-deuia^  to  win  a  distant  good.  If  anticipation  and  reality 
were  wedded  ;  if  shining  bubbles  turned  out  to  be  diamonds,  and 
the  dreams  of  boyhood  were  prophetic  of  future  experience  ;  if 
sickness  and  want  never  c&toe,  death  lifted  no  door  latch,  and 
youth  never  faded,  and  man  was  blest  up  to  the  full  wishes  of  his 
nature,  how  then  could  we  place  a  motive  before  him  to  startle 
him  from  his  dream  or  dispose  him  to  think  of  God,  of  eternity, 
or  to  care  for  another  world  ?  Why  !  we  are  not  even  successful 
now  while  warned  by  all  the  conscious  guilt  and  miseries  of  sirr. 
We  fail  now,  even  while  there  are  bleeding  hearts  within  us,  and 
hopes  crushed  to  bloom  no  more — fail  now,  while  experience 
flashes  the  everlasting  truth  in  our  face,  and  God  and  conscience 
and  every  attribute  which  redeems  us  from  the  destiny  of  beasts, 
bids  us  beware — fail  while  ten  thousand  disappointments  past  re- 
mind us  of  what  we  have  lost,  and  ten  thousand  to  come  proclaim 
thenecessityof  setting  our  affections  on  things  above,  or  we  lose  all. 

We  fail  now,  though  backed  by  the  judgment  of  an  offended 
God  and  the  threatening  of  eternal  death  to  him  who  prefers  earth 
to  heaven.  Clinging  to  the  wreck  of  a  world  where  every  pass- 
ing wave  sweeps  away  something  we  have  loved,  we  should  ia- 
deed  lose  all  courage  were  we  not  upheld  in  the  conflict  by  the 
conviction  of  probation  and  immortality.  Observe  herein  the  wis- 
dom and  goodness  of  God.  He  has  placed  man  on  probation  for 
eternity.  He  designs  he  shall  live  for  a  higher  and  nobler  state 
of  being,  and  has  created  nothing,  and  blessed  be  his  name,  to 
satisfy  the  wants  of  his  aspiring  mind,  which  produces  the  imr 
pression  deep  and  permanent,  that  the  Lord  of  nature  is  neither 
wise  or  good,  unless  there  be  something  in  the  Universe  to  ansvvec 
the  corresponding  desires  of  his  people. 

Who  would  expect  to  live  forever  if  there  were  no  principle  or 
spiritual  element  in  our  being  that  prompted  us  to  hope  for  it,  or 
that  originated  no  wish  for  any  higher  good  or  world  than  this  ? 
Were  we  not  immortal  and  accountable  we  should  never  have  dis- 
cussed the  subject.  There  would  be  nothing,  especially  in  the 
soul  itself,   to  awaken  such  a  thought,  to  elicit  hope  or  fear. — 


The  triumph  of  my  soul  is  this,  that  I  am, 
And  therefore  that  I  may  be." 

What  is  man  ?     What  is  life  without  immortality  ? 

••  Where  nought  substantial  but  his  misery, 
Where  joy  (if  joy)  but  heiglitens  his  distress. 
So  soon  to  perish  and  revive  no  more, 
The  greater  such  a  joy  tiie  raort  it  pains  ; 
The  world  a  hlank — there  is  nothing  real  in  it. 
Being  a  shadow,  consciousness  a  dream." 

Upon  man's  immortality  and  accountability  we  predicate  his 
probation  and  his  final  reward  "  Considered  apart  from  his  e- 
terniiy  man  is  a  being  oi  as  little  interest  as  he  is  unimportant  and 
insignificant  in  creation."  His  existence  how  short,  he  breathes 
and  expires  ;  the  worm  is  his  master  and  inheritor ;  his  joys  and 
possessions  wither  from  his  heart  and  his  hand,  and  he  cannot 
help  it.  He  may  rejoice  in  his  gift,  but  it  will  die  or  he  himself 
must  be  torn  away.     Nature  has  no  pity,  the  grave  no  hope. 

On  this  principle  man  is  the  victim  and  the  sufferer  every  where. 
Other  animals  are  happy  according  to  their  nature  ;  Man  never 
is.  The  more  eagerly  he  seeks  created  good  the  more  wretched 
he  is.  What  is  it,  then,  which  lives  and  acts  within  us,  that  claims 
affinity  with  endless  being  and  duration;  that  triumphs  over  sick- 
ness, over  crumbling  dust  and  ashes ;  that  does  not  feel  as  if  dy- 
ing when  the  body  dies;  that  says  to  the  weeping  mourner,  "  We 
meet  again.  O  death  where  is  thy  sting  ;  this  corruption  shall 
put  on  incorruption,  this  mortal,  immortality  ;  my  soul  is  strong 
in  weakness,  struggles  to  be  free,  and  touched  by  a  new  and  ren- 
ovating power,  shakes  off  her  heavy  and  offensive  clog  : 

•'  O  listen  man  ; 
A  voice  within  us  speaks  the  startling  word, 
Man  thou  shalt  never  die." 

The  voice  of  God  is,  Man,  thou  art  immortal,  accountable,  Ufa 
a  vapor — Eternity  a  reality,  live  for  the  judgment. 

2.  By  preparing  a  worm  to  destroy  our  earthly  possessions  and 
enjoyments,  God  presents  us  some  of  the  strongest  motives  to  seek 
Him  as  the  unfailing  fountain  of  good,  the  supreme  source  of  life 
and  bliss.  To  seek  the  plant  of  renown  and  be  shaded  by  the 
tree  of  life,  whose  leaves  never  fade  and  whose  fruit  never  dies. 
Notwithstanding  every  thing  around  us  is  departing  or  perishing, 
how  prone  we  are  to  set  our  strongest  affections  here,  bow  iinwil- 
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ling  to  relinquish  what  God  has  forbidden.  Unbelievers  are  de- 
termined to  be  happy  without  God,  happy  with  the  world.  And 
were  the  Lord's  chosen  people  satisfied  with  it,  who  then  would 
be  saved  ?  Who  would  be  weaned  ?  Whose  affections  sancti- 
fied ?  Who  would  ask  or  seek  for  eternal  life  ?  Who  crucify 
the  world  with  its  affections  and  lusts'*  The  christian  church  has 
not  a  deeper  stigma  or  a  more  deserved  reproach  than  her  love  of 
the  world.  Who  does  not  shrink  from  being  crucified  unto  it  and 
dead  to  its  pleasures?  Shame,  shame  to  our  covetous  hearts.  It 
was  not  so  with  him,  who,  though  rich,  for  our  sakes  became  poor. 
Are  you  going  to  heaven,  one  word  of  caution — beware,  beware^ 
God  will  break  your  idol  or  break  your  heart. 

You  may  be  exceeding  glad  of  your  gourd  and  angry  at  its  loss, 
but  you  must  lose  it ;  be  weaned  from  it,  or  lose  your  soul.  What 
less  can  be  done  .''  Does  God  lead  you  to  seek  your  all  in  Him, 
he  must  prepare  a  worm  to  kill  you  or  the  world  to  you,  or  you 
will  be  satisfied  without  him. 

Alas  !  how  do  we  compel  our  heavenly  Father  to  dry  up  our 
streams,  that  he  may  bring  us  to  the  fountain  of  living  waters;  to 
wither  our  hopes  and  joys,  that  we  may  seek  those  that  never  die; 
to  remove  our  riches  that  we  may  be  rich  in  faith  and  lay  our  trea- 
sure above.  He  breaks  in  upon  our  dearest  connexions  to  prove 
whether  we  prefer  him  or  the  creature,  his  will  or  our  own,  the 
gift  or  the  giver,  earth  or  heaven. 

Herein  is  wisdom — and  is  it  not  a  mercy  that  God  will  not  let 
any  thing  temporal  content  us,  that  he  has  given  us  a  soul  which 
rises  above  creation  and  can  be  happy  only  in  the  parent  of  her 
being.  Jehovah,  before  he  saves  men,  will  have  them  renounce  the 
world  as  the  source  of  their  wishes  and  joys.  They  must  give 
up  every  thing  which  he  commands,  must  forsake  all  for  Christ, 
rejoice  in  Him  as  their  highest  good  and  chosen  portion  forever. 

Brethren,  j'ou  must  be  weaned  from  the  world.  God,  before 
he  takes  you  to  glory,  will  melt  you  down  in  his  furnace,  will  sit 
as  the  refiner  and  purifier  of  silver,  till  your  dross  is  consumed 
and  his  image  appears.  You  must  pass  through  tribulations  and 
chastisements  whereof  all  his  children  are  partakers,  must  say  with 
the  Psalmist,  "  My  soul  is  even  as  a  weaned  child.  Whom  have 
I  in  heaven  but  thee,  and  there  is  none  on  the  earth  I  desire  be- 
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sides  thee."  When  God  bereaves  us  of  friends,  or  strikes  some 
comfort  low,  we  should  not  be  displeased  at  the  loss  of  our  plant, 
but  bow  our  souls  in  submission  to  His  will.  The  poverty  of  this 
world  should  lead  us  to  seek  durable  riches  and  everlasting  right- 
eousness— its  unsatisfying  nature  to  secure  his  love,  that  never 
forsakes  and  satisfies  forever — the  dying  and  the  dead,  to  look  up 
to  him,  who  is  the  resurrection  and  the  life. 

Infinite  wisdom  has  placed  us  on  probation  and  appoints  our 
trials  and  afflictions.  Here  love  and  mercy  shine.  When  man 
is  in  trouble  he  may  think  of  his  sins,  may  think  of  God.  The 
chastisement  may  be  the  means  of  restoring  a  lost  sheep — of  bring- 
ing back  a  wayward  child  to  his  Father's  house.  Such  invaria- 
bly is  the  effect,  unless  we  persist  m  our  sins. 

Afflictions  are  some  of  the  last  means  with  which  God  visits 
■our  dwellings.  Sickness  and  death  is  a  scene  of  suffering.  The 
last  which  tries  our  faith  and  hope,  which  closes  probation,  and 
sends  the  soul  to  her  everlasting  reward.  Constantly  exposed, 
how  wretched  must  he  be,  who  labors  only  to  lose.  At  the  root 
of  all  he  loves  there  lies  the  devouring  worm — he  knows  it — he 
feels  it — he  presses  nothing  to  his  bosom  but  what  bears  a  thorn  j 
consoles  his  heart  with  nothing;  hopes  for  nothing  but  what  fades 
and  dies. 

Come,  then,  afflicted  friends,  let  us  gather  around  the  Bible  ; 
like  its  kind  Author  it  seems  to  be  touched  with  the  feelings  of 
our  infirmities  ;  it  provides  a  healing  balm  and  leaf  for  the  bro- 
ken heart;  it  sympathises  with  our  sorrows  and  soothes  our  grief; 
it  bids  us  trust  in  God  and  be  submissive  to  his  will.  Read  and 
believe  the  Inspiration  of  Jesus  ;  look  to  the  neglected  Bible. — 
Here  is  a  plant  of  renown,  a  covert  from  the  heat  beyond  the 
destroyer's  reach.  Here  is  joy  that  does  not  fail,  hope  that  does 
not  deceive,  peace  the  world  cannot  give,  light  that  death  does 
not  extinguish,  and  life — spiritual — holy— happy— endless. 


